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The Conservatives of course will oppose him. But the Liberals
and Labour men will support us if we take a strong lead. That's
the great thing; to take a strong, clear lead! Half the Town
Council are sick to death of Wollop. He's been Mayor of Glaston-
bury so long that everyone wants a change. The drinking men
would all vote for Bloody Johnny, just for the sport of it and to
stir things up. All the Nonconformists would vote for him. Crow
hates the mere thought of the fellow. Crow will get angry and
say wild things and make some howling blunder; and then the
Town Council, with our Party in the background, will have Glas-
tonbury in their------"
It was clear to Mr. Evans, who had begun at last to grow seri-
ously interested in this discourse when he realized how closely it
concerned "his relative, Mr. Geard" that the meeting had called
the speaker to order and shouted him down. Some other voice
was speaking now in cold, low, sarcastic tones. Evans caught the
words "personal ambition," "fancy scheme," "fairy-tale poppy-
cock," "wasting the Party's funds," "Menshevik-claptrap." He
even imagined he heard the name of "Crummie" coupled with a
very gross epithet. The Quarterly Meeting evidently regarded it-
self as free from eavesdroppers and was permitting its speak-
ers untrammelled licence. After a while Red Robinson's voice
was audible again. Evans had met him once at the Geards' and
was sure he was not mistaken as to his identity.
This time it was clear that the cockney orator was trying to
carry the day by an emotional appeal. "We shall never have such
a chance again. Comrades," he was saying. "Geard is a fool but
Geard has a good heart By electing Geard as Mayor we shall be
electing ourselves into the power behind the throne. And what
could we not achieve then? Away with all these mediaeval super-
stitions! Away with all these pious Pilgrimages! Glastonbury is.
only one town among other towns. There's nothing wonderful
about Glastonbury but the health and freedom and happiness of
its men, its women, its children! While this fellow Crow exploits
the natural resources to his own profit, and while our bourgeois
tradesmen exploit all this mediaeval superstition to their profit,
what becomes of the real men and women, able-bodied Somer-
setshire men and comely Somersetshire women? They can't afford